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forehead, on the right, the bone that has been broken can be
seen. Oh! how you have suffered, how you have bled, your
clothes are soaked ia blood. What a terrible shock your poor
head has felt, your poor head that I have so often caressed in my
two hands. I kissed your eyelids which you used to close so
that I could kiss them, offering me your head with a familiar
movement. . . .
. . . We put you into the coffin Saturday morning, and I
held your head up for this move. We kissed your cold face for
the last time. Then a few periwinkles from the garden on the
coffin and the little picture of me that you called "the good
little student" and that you loved. It is the picture that must
go with you into the grave, the picture of her who had the
happiness of so pleasing you that you did not hesitate to
offer to share your life with her, even when you had seen her
only a few times. You often told me that this was the only
occasion in your life when you acted without hesitation, with
the absolute conviction that you were doing well. My Pierre,
I think you were not wrong. We were made to live together,
and our union had to be.
Your coffin was closed and I could see you no more. I didn't
allow them to cover it with the horrible black cloth. I covered
it with flowers and I sat beside it.
. . . They came to get you, a sad company; I looked at them,
and did not speak to them. We took you back to Sceaux, and
we saw you go down into the big deep hole. Then the dreadful
procession of people. They wanted to take us away. Jacques
and I resisted. We wanted to see everything to the end. They
filled the grave and put sheaves of flowers on it. Everything is
over, Pierre is sleeping his last sleep beneath the earth; it is the
end of everything, everything, everything,
Marie had lost her companion, and the world had lost a great
man. This atrocious departure, in the rain and mud, had struck
the popular imagination. The newspapers of aH countries
described in pathetic stories, over several columns, the accident
in the Rue Dauphine. Messages of sympathy accumulated in the